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liant acting, and only found one fault with the perform-
ance, a fault-finding which certainly could not have
greatly wounded the sensibilities of the actor. This
one only fault was, the critic observed, that Mathews
spoke French with far too good a Parisian accent for
any ordinary Englishman. I remember once visiting
Mathews in his dressing-room at the Lyceum on an
unlucky occasion, when there happened to be a quarrel
going on between two ladies of his company. The ladies
were having the quarrel out before Mathews, who was
doing his best by sweet reasonableness and adroit
blandishment to compose the strife. At last the mana-
gerial influence prevailed, some sort of settlement or
suspension of hostilities was effected, and the ladies
flounced off on their different ways. Then Mathews
turned to me with a glance of indescribable humour;
c My dear young friend,' he said, 4 if women were only
as reasonable as men, what a paradise this earth would
be! But then, you see, the dear creatures, even when
they do happen to be right, they are sure to be right in
a wrong sort of way.'

The first appearance of Frederick Eobson at the
Olympic, in 1853, was an event in the history of the
English stage. Eobson had been an obscure provincial
actor up to the time of his first appearance at the Olym-
pic, and from that moment his renown was made. He
was a school of acting all to himself. He never had a
predecessor, and, thus far at least, he has not had a suc-
cessor. In order to describe him by any distinctive title,
one would have to classify him, I suppose, as chiefly a
burlesque actor. But to speak of Eobson as a burlesque
actor would give as little idea of his powers as might
be given of Eobert Burns if one were to call him a
Scotch ballad singer, or as a neat biographical diction-
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